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STAGE CONFIDENCES
siders loose behind the scenes; for if they don't fall into traps, or step into paint pots, they are sure to pop on to the stage.
Mr. Owens supposed the gentlemen would stop quietly in his room, but not they. Out they wandered on discovery intent. A well-painted scene caught the doctor's eye. He led his friend up to it, to take a better look; then as only part of it was visible from where they stood, they followed it along.
Mr. Owens and I were on the stage. Suddenly his eyes distended. "What in the devil?" he whispered. I looked behind me, and at the same moment the audience burst into shouts of laughter; for right into the centre of the stage had walked, with backs toward the audience, two tall gentlemen, each with a shining bald head, each tightly buttoned in a long black overcoat, and each gesticulating with a heavy cane.
I whispered to Mr. Owens, " The two Dromios " ; but he snapped out, " Two blind old bats."was lost in the "Araby the Blest" scent of mince meat.th, " Blast that smell — there it is again!'*y                                 ;
